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try, we come 
to the town of 
Eddington, which is situated upon the 
east side of the river just north of 
Brewer. Col. Jonathan Eddy was the 
outstanding personality of this com­
munity, and the town receives its 
name from him. Mr. Eddy was born 
in Massachusetts about 1726; but 
moved into the northeast, in the pres­
ent Nova Scotia, about 1758. It is 
said that he, with others, was induced 
to this move by solicitations of the 
officers of the British crown, who were 
seeking to fill up the vacant lands of 
Grand-Pre, which had been opened up 
by removal of the Arcadians, or 
French Neutrals. At the outbreak of 
the Revolution Mr. Eddy returned to 
Boston and joined with Washington’s 
forces in the Continental army and 
became a Colonel during the war. 
Soon after the close of the war, the 
General Court of Massachusetts made 
a grant of a large tract of land to 
Col. Eddy and his associates in the 
Penobscot Valley. Settlers had al­
ready entered upon the soil when the 
grant was made, but like so many 
others of that time, they had no title 
to the land they were occupying. They 
went through the long and trying ex­
perience, so common in that day, of 
getting titles; but they were finally 
rewarded for their patience and their 
toil, and became the lawful possessors 
of their lands. Col .Eddy was joined 
by a score or more of comrades in 
the Revolution who were refuges from 
Nova Scotia and together they en- ' 
tered upon the settlement of their 
land, which amounted in all to some 
9000 acres. Col. Eddy died in 1804.
Eddington from the very first was 
the scene of lumber operations. The 
story differs in nothing from the story 
of Bangor and Brewer to which it is 
territorially so closely related. An 
early note describes the forested area 
along the river bank north of Bangor 
as presenting a most pleasing spec­
tacle to the eye of the practical lum-
reared 
far as
Colonel Jonathan Eddy, 
berman. Great pine trees 
lofty tops against the sky as 
the eye could reach. The underbrush 
was scant, except along the water’s 
edge, and passage among the giant 
trunks was consequently made very 
easy. Eddington developed no great 
saw mill industry of her own, prob­
ably due to the lack of sufficient water 
Bangor in 1859.
power. Logs, spars and other lumber 
Were floated down the current to Ban­
gor and on to Castine till the Bangor 
saw mills began taking care of the 
lumber supply. However, the manu­
facture of lumber and shipbuilding 
was carried on within the limits of the 
town to some extent, by Col. Eddy and 
his associates. The settlers penetrat­
ing the wilderness at a distance from 
the river, founded what is now known 
as East Eddington and here more 
extensive saw mill operations were de­
veloped which continued to a recent 
date. Long and short lumber, clothes 
pins, and spools continued to employ 
the lumbermen long after the business 
on a large scale had passed on up the 
river.
Veazie, on the west side of the 
river, was formerly a part of Bangor, 
and its early history is linked up with 
the early story of that city. Its main 
claim to any distinction is the fact 
that it was the home of Gen. Samuel 
Veazie, who was one of the prominent 
lumbermen of the Penobscot in its 
early days. The town takes its name 
from this old war-horse of the Pe­
nobscot Valley. Here also is said to 
have been built the first railroad sta­
tion house in New England. In ad­
dition to Gen. Veazie’s other mill 
property, he purchased the “Corpora­
tion Mills” at Veazie. It is said that 
there were twenty of them. These 
mills at Veazie were afterward given 
to his son, John. One of these mill
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properties was seriously damaged in 
1875 by the building of the Bangor 
Dam and Samuel Gillman, the then 
owner, secured a judgment and a sub­
stantial sum was granted for loss of 
power caused by the flowage.
General Samuel Veazie is easily one 
of the outstanding characters in the 
lumber industry of Bangor and vicin­
ity. He was born in Portland in 
1787. In his boyhood he was ap­
prenticed to a baker with whom he 
learned the business. Dissatisfied with 
this line of endeavor, he became a 
sailor in the West India trade. His 
wages are said to have been $8 per 
month. The enterprise of the boy can 
be seen in the fact that he bargained 
for certain storage rights on ship 
board and by means of trade was 
enabled to purchase a vessel of two 
or three hundred tons. Before long 
he became a trader in cigars and 
tobacco, finally moving to Topsham 
where he entered upon the business 
of a general trader. In the course of 
time he became the principal owner 
of the Androscoggin Boom. This ap­
pears to have been his first venture in 
the lumber business. This beginning 
extended to ship owning and he 
freighted lumber to the West Indies. 
No doubt stories of the opportunities 
in the lumber business on the Penob­
scot reached his ears; at any rate he 
turned his attention in this direction. 
In 1826 he purchased the Jackson 
Davis mills and privileges at Old 
Town and in this transaction entered 
upon the most important stage of his 
interesting career. At one time he 
lived on Harlow street, in Bangor, 
later he built a residence at the cor­
ner of York street and Broadway, 
finally he moved to his residence in 
Veazie. In the purchase of mill prop­
erty he became one of the largest mill 
owners in Maine. It is said that at 
one time he owned fifty-two saw mills 
at Veazie, Basin Mills, Orono, and 
Old Town. The railroad from Ban­
gor to Old Town came into his con­
trol thro purchase and was under his 
operation till the time of his death. 
By no means the least important pare 
of his business achievements was 
along the line of finance; and an im­
portant part of this was the financing 
of the lumber operations along the 
Penobscot.
As the scene of actual lumber man­
ufacture, Orono takes a far greater 
place than any of the town yet men­
tioned in this story. It lies along the 
west bank of the Penobscot River at 
a point where the river furnishes 
abundant water power. The erection 
of saw mills would naturally take 
place in just such a location. The 
town is said to have derived its name 
from Orono, a chief of the Tarrantine 
Indians. He was a friend of the white 
settlers and at times rendered them 
valuable aid. His general appearance 
and ability have suggested European 
parentage, and it has been said that 
he was the son of Baron Castine. A
Maine poet has written the following 
concerning him:
Noblest among the braves was Orono, 
A kingly native, just and wise, and 
true,
To his dark brethren faithful, yet at 
heart
The white man’s friend, with clear 
prophetic view,
Our larger work and destiny he knew. 
Worthy of honor—well do we bestow 
On this, this dwelling place, the name 
of Orono.
The first white settlers in Orono 
came in the year 1774. They were 
Jeremiah Colburn and Joshua Eayres. 
At this time they were five miles 
above any other settlers on the river. 
They set to work upon the erection of 
two dwelling houses, and a saw mill 
was half completed during the first 
summer. Road building also occupied 
their attention for a highway was 
soon completed to the nearest settle­
ment to the south. The first saw mill 
within the town—the one begun by 
them in the first summer-—was com­
pleted and set into operation during 
the second year After this came their 
family. Their mill was on the south 
side of the Stillwater river near a 
small island. Years later, when the 
first mill had been removed, Captain 
David Reed built another and larger 
mill on the same spot. A man by the 
name of Godfrey who came from 
Taunton, Massachusetts in 1798 and 
settled in Orono was one of the first 
millwrights to settle in the place. If 
he came to find work at his trade, he 
found it at Orono, for mills were 
being erected in large numbers by 
that date and the demands upon him 
are said to have been continuous. Be­
sides the mill erected by Colburn and 
Eayres on the south side of the Still­
water River, the “old Greely mill," 
so-called, was built by John Gordon 
about 1805. An old stone mill erected 
at an early date was not far from
Tosca, a tow boat, rear view, built in the spring of 1886 by Samuel Lowe.
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where Capt. David Reed built in 1786. 
This old stone mill was removed and 
another took its place, erected by Col. 
Eben Webster, Jr., in 1817. Mr. Web­
ster was one of the leading men in the 
lumber business in the town. He 
erected several saw mills here. Daniel 
White, who was a partner with Mr. 
Webster in the business of manufac­
turing lumber at various times, was 
a man of outstanding importance in 
the town. It is said of him that he 
was the only man on the Penobscot 
river who, up to 1850, had carried on 
for a period of ten or more years, the 
business of lumbering, and had pre­
served his credit intact. John Bennoch 
was another of the early lumbermen. 
He and a Mr. Harrison operated a 
mill at Orono among the earliest of 
the mill men. Asa Babcock who came 
to Orono from Augusta about 1820 
and entered the lumber business was 
one of the largest manufacturers and 
traders in lumber in the town, if not 
within the State.
The great possibilities of the lum­
ber industry and its certain extension 
within this unrivaled location was at­
tracting attention. The efforts to se­
cure timberlands produced excitement 
and speculation which reached its 
height between the years 1832 and 
1836. During this time building lots 
within the town rose to city prices, the 
prospects for growth of the town 
knew no bounds. By the year 1836 
the excitement had subsided and busi­
ness which had been considerably dis­
turbed returned to normal.
The Bangor-Lower Stillwater Mill 
Co., a concern doing a big business 
passed in 1837 into the hands of the 
North American Lumber Co., but the 
business failed in their hands, due 
partly to the unnatural boom just 
mentioned. Babcock’s mills on the 
island were finished in 1832, but were 
destroyed by fire in 1833. They were 
immediately rebuilt and enlarged. The
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Hammatt mills, Union block, Six-saw 
block, the Perkins block, the Island 
block, and the first mills at the 
“Basin” were all built between the 
years 1832 and 1838. The first mill 
built at the “Basin” at the south end 
of the village was carried away in a 
flood in the year 1846. The spot was 
soon occupied by another and larger 
mill built by a New York firm and 
superintended by a local man by the 
name of Gideon Mayo. James Walker 
purchased the mill sometime about 
1850. For years it was operated by 
Mr. Walker and then by his sons. 
Some time in the early thirties, John 
Bennoch erected a grist mill, and a 
sash and blind factory within the 
town. Later this plant was sold to 
E. Mansfield. A saw mill on the island 
was built by the Orono Pulp & Paper 
Co. about 1890; it was leased to a 
Bangor firm which failed, and the 
mill went back into the hands of the 
original owners. About the year 1892, 
J. Fred, Eben C., and Alden D. Web-
Home makes the man.—Smiles.
This was the first of the tow boats.
ster bought saw mills and on the old 
site erected the paper mill which was 
later known as the Webster Mills. 
The property was later sold to the 
International Paper Co. The mill has 
been greatly enlarged and improved 
under their management. One of the 
most important of the later mills was 
that of William Engel and Co. The 
old mill and site were purchased from 
P. D. Webster and greatly enlarged 
and improved. A match factory was 
in operation under the management of 
John M. Chase about 1880, and in 
later years the manufacture of pick­
poles, paddles, and oars was carried 
on there. During those busy days of 
earlier times Orono was a flourishing 
manufacturing center for lumber. 
More than a dozen large mills were in 
operation at one time, giving employ­
ment to six or seven hundred men. 
The manufacture of long lumber, how­
ever, has gone by and the production 
of pulp and paper has become the 
chief industry as it has through the 
entire State. The lumber manufac­
tured at Orono did not come from 
local forests by any means. The al­
most unbounded supply that lay 
farther up the river and its tribu­
taries and floated down the current to 
these saw mills was the source of sup­
ply. Bangor was the shipping point 
to markets all over the world.
An enterprise that is well worthy 
of a passing remark was the Canal 
at Orono. The Stillwater Canal Com­
pany was organized and chartered in 
1828 and opened for operation in 1835, 
parts of it had been used previously. 
The object of the Canal was to take 
lumber in rafts around from the 
upper Stillwater into the Penobscot.
The Webster family have had a 
large part in the business and social 
life of Orono. The first member of 
the family came to Bangor from 
Salisbury, Massachusetts and set up 
a tent for temporary residence in 
Bangor in 1771. He moved to Orono
View of Old Town, on the
about 1795 and built a log house near 
the Stillwater River. He was made 
a prisoner of war by the British dur­
ing the Revolution and held at Cas­
tine. Col. Eben Webster, son of the 
first of the family to move to Orono, 
was the one who developed the Web­
ster lumber industry during the period 
of its greatest growth. His persistent 
and determined temperament took him 
through the discouraging circum­
stances incident to the establishment 
of a new business in such a way as to 
cause remark and admiration of those 
most desirable qualities. Eben Web­
ster, son of Col. Webster, born in Old 
Town in 1812 also took an important 
part in the lumbering interests of his 
time. He worked in the woods for 
Daniel White driving horses, later 
taking charge of lumber crews and 
finally came into partnership with Mr. 
White and his brother, Samuel. He 
was engaged in the business for about 
forty-five years.
A matter of interest to lumbermen 
is the development of the cant-dog 
and peavy, designed for turning logs. 
The earliest instrument that is re­
called was a stout lifting or prying 
instrument some five or six feet long 
and of a convenient size to grasp in a 
man’s hand, yet large enough to stand 
the strain of a good lift. This had 
a staple through the lower end about 
fifteen or eighteen inches from the 
extremity and thro the staple was a 
link and in the link was a biting 
hook on the plan of 'the modern peavy 
for the purpose of turning the log 
from one position to another. The 
connecting link left the dog swing­
ing in such a way that it was 
necessary for the man handling the 
cant-dog to take hold of it with his 
hand and set it before it would take 
hold. In the course of time some one 
Penobscot River, Maine, 1854.
conceived the idea of setting the dog 
in a socket. This with its modern im­
provements is the Mansfield cant-dog 
and the peavy.
Joseph Peavey was the originator 
of the peavy. He was an expert edge­
tool maker, with a shop at Stillwater 
early in the century. He is said to 
have conceived the idea of the socket 
while watching some men handling 
logs with the cant-dog. He told his 
son Daniel to work out his idea and 
the invention at once attracted atten­
tion and went into use. About 1868 
the Mansfield cant-dog industry was 
established at Orono by Edward 
Mansfield. J. W. Mansfield, a nephew 
of Edward was connected with the 
business of manufacturing cant-dogs 
for fifty years. Some years ago the 
Mansfield business was sold to Snow 
& Nealley and moved to Bangor. The 
peavy is still manufactured at Brewer 
Boom House at the Argyle Boom.
by a descendant of the inventor. The 
main difference between the peavy and 
the Mansfield cant-dog is in that the 
peavy stalk was set into a solid socket 
to which the dog was attached, while 
in the Mansfield cant-dog the dog was 
set into a socket which was a part of 
a ring around the stalk. The lower 
part was supported by several rings. 
In both the pick was driven into the 
stalk.
In passing on up the river from 
Orono, we encounter still greater 
lumbering interests. Old Town, which 
lies only a few miles away, has been, 
in years gone by, one of the largest 
lumber manufacturing centers in New 
England. John Marsh, called the 
“Interpreter” because he learned the 
language of the Indians and often 
acted as interpreter between them and 
the whites, came to Orono with Jere­
miah Colburn in 1774. Mr. Marsh 
later married Mr. Colburn’s daughter. 
Mr. Norton says that Marsh was the 
pioneer settler of Old Town, having 
obtained a grant of land from the 
Massachusetts General Court. There 
is an interesting story which goes 
with the making of this grant. Mr. 
Marsh went to live on the north side 
of the Stillwater after his marriage 
and was on the most friendly rela­
tions with the Indians, who claimed 
the ownership of the land. Marsh is 
said to have secured their approval 
and signature to a paper which the 
Indians understood to be a request to 
the General Court for a tract of land 
upon the island to be given to Marsh. 
It proved to be a paper asking for the 
entire island. The request was grant­
ed and the island was given to Marsh 
by the Court. The Indians felt them­
selves cheated by their friend and 
interpreter and their wrath was 
kindled against him. It is said that 
Marsh had to keep an eye out out for 
many years following this piece of 
trickery to keep himself from receiv­
ing harm at their hands. Mr. Norton 
hints that a retributive justice fol-
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lowed Marsh for this misdeed in re­
counting that he lost, piecemeal, the 
land that he had acquired until it was 
all out of his ownership. Marsh was 
followed a few years later by other 
pioneers, Richard Winslow and Moses 
Brown. Winslow was the first to 
locate upon the present site of the 
village of Old Town. Mr. Winslow 
was the first to erect a saw mill here; 
was located near the Old Town Carry. 
By the year 1800 the lumber business 
was in good lively operation. Saw 
mills were built at Upper Stillwater 
by General Joseph Treat and Joshua 
Fall. These mills were not solidly 
constructed and were soon out of com­
mission. Mr. Fall later built a mill 
on the west side of Marsh Island, but 
the property later came into the hands 
of men named Trafton and Bright. 
An authority says that mills were re­
peatedly erected and burned upon this 
site up to the year 1878, when a dis- 
asterous fire left the owners so dis­
couraged that no attempt was made to 
rebuild. Early in the history of the 
town a mill was built at lower Old 
Town village, by William Dall, which 
eventually was purchased by Col. 
Eben Webster. This site was occupied 
by saw mills up to 1877, when a fire 
put an end to the mill. Rufus Dwinel 
had a sash and blind factory here till 
1865. Richard Winslow, the pioneer 
mill man, moved away from Old Town 
in 1806 and Jackson Davis bought his 
mill. Moses Averal came in 1817 and 
built a mill at Upper Stillwater. The 
business did not prosper for some un­
known reason and in 1825 ceased to 
operate. Two men, brothers, by the 
name of Williams came in 1825 and 
built a mill at the carry on the site 
of the old Wilson privilege, it was 
known as the “Tide Mill” for some 
unknown reason. In the years that 
followed mills were built with steady 
progress as the business developed.
Saw Mills on the Penobscot River, at Old Town, Maine.
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John Roberts and Williams Ingalls 
about 1825, General Veazie 1826, The 
Orono Company in 1833, and in the 
same year Dwinel & Sawyer built five 
mills at the Great Works, Wadleigh & 
Purington built at Shad and Pine Is­
lands in 1834, the following year J. N. 
and A. Cooper built a block of mills 
at Pushaw village. Samuel Godfrey 
built a steam mill below Grass Island 
in 1836, it was burned in the follow­
ing year and not re-built. In 1839 
Edward and Samuel Smith built a 
mill at Shad Rips on the east side 
of Treat and Webster’s Island; it was 
on a peculiar design, having a water 
wheel extending over a suiceway out­
side of the mill so constructed as to 
be adjusted to any pitch of water, the 
current flowing under the wheel gave 
it its power. It was a novelty, but 
not successful. In 1842 the mill was 
burned and never re-built. 1843 Cyrus 
Moore built a mill on Pushaw Stream. 
In 1853 General Veazie re-built and 
improved the Wadleigh mills to cover 
sixteen saws, this was burned in 1878. 
In 1865 a second adventure with the 
steam mill was undertaken by Thomas 
Chapman, it was designed to do sev­
eral kinds of lumber work. Still an­
other venture of the same kind shows 
how persistent had become the idea of 
the advantages of steam driven ma­
chinery. Hamblen and Lancaster 
erected a steam mill at Upper Still­
water at a cost of sixty thousand 
dollars in the year 1870. It proved to 
be a profitable venture. In 1881 a 
large mill was built by the Old Town 
Water Power Company on the old 
Veazie property at the falls. It might 
seem to the casual reader that there 
were built, during these years, mills 
enough to cover Old Town from end 
to end, but they were constantly being 
destroyed by fire. A mill yard during 
the dry summer season is an inviting 
place for a spark. Old Town, Great 
Works, and Upper Stillwater were 
the scenes of disasterous fires during 
the years down to the time when hard­
ly a saw mill of all those erected from 
Bangor to Old Town remains stand­
ing. With the change from long lum­
ber manufacture to the production of 
pulp and paper their usefulneess 
ceased and they have not been rebuilt 
in recent years.
The lumber manufactured in these 
mills was nearly all rafted to Bangor. 
Boards, dimention stuff, timbers were 
run out the “tail-end” of the mill into 
the stream; here it was picked up and 
stacked into rafts. The timber was 
piled cross-wise, layer upon layer held 
in place by stakes. Of course the 
lower part of the raft was some dis­
tance under water. When the raft 
was constructed to the liking of the 
lumbermen several were tied together 
and they were let out into the current 
and floated down the stream to Bangor 
where it was loaded upon ships for the 
markets. The running of rafts in the
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prosperous lumber days on the river 
was a science and men acquired great 
skill in the successful performance 
of the task; such men held a distinc­
tion of their own. There are still 
living boys who will tell stories of 
riding from Old Town or Orono to 
Bangor on the lumber rafts. In those 
days, when a boy or group of boys 
were missed and could not be found 
upon search of anxious parents, it 
was decided that they had gone to 
Bangor upon a raft. Only good boys 
were allowed on the rafts by the 
runners, so you had to be pretty civil 
to the raft men in order to get a 
trip with them.
A matter of very great importance 
to the development of these Penobscot 
River towns cannot well be passed 
over. The Bangor and Old Town 
Railroad played no small part, in the 
early days, in the business interest 
of these communities. The charter 
for the railroad was granted in the 
year 1832 and the company was or­
ganized in 1835. The greatest en­
thusiasm concerning the project pre­
vailed and the stock was selling at a 
premium of ten per cent, before there 
was a spade full of earth turned. 
Rufus Dwinel, Ira Wadleigh, and 
Asa Babcock were the chief pro­
moters. Work was begun in the early 
summer when it developed that there 
were objections on the part of owners 
of land which must be crossed by the 
proposed road. All attempts on the 
part of the promoters to sooth the 
ruffled feelings of land owners failed; 
and, as there was a defect in the act 
of incorporation which allowed land 
owners to bring suit against every 
man who worked upon the road, the 
work was abandoned without very 
much having been accomplished. In 
the meantime a charter was granted 
by the legislature for the building of 
another railroad in Maine. This was 
the Bangor, Piscataquis Canal and 
Railroad Company, incorporated in
1833. The original design was to 
build a line of canal and railroad from 
Bangor to the slate quarries of Pis­
cataquis county. Before this enter­
prise was actually under way it was 
bought up by Edward and Samuel 
Smith and under its charter the rail­
road from Bangor by way of Upper 
Stillwater to Old Town was built in 
1835 and 1836 and opened early in 
the year 1837. In 1850 the company 
extended their track across the land 
of General Veazie at Old Town, which 
resulted in a law suit in which the 
General won a verdict of $17,000 
against the company for damages. 
Several other law suits followed, and, 
the company becoming discouraged, 
sold the road to General Veazie. He 
continued to operate the road till the 
time of his death, after which his 
heirs sold to the European and North 
American Railroad which soon carrc 
to take its place. Because of its own­
ership it came to be called and is still 
known as the “Veazie Railroad.”
A project in railroading which 
never came to anything was in the 
proposed road from Bucksport to Mil­
ford with a branch to Orono and an­
other to Bangor. This charter was 
granted in 1836 and was called the 
Penobscot River Railroad. Several 
meetings were held at Old Town to 
promote its interests and stock was 
subscribed, but for some unknown rea­
son the road was never built. The 
object was to reach an open water in 
winter. If this road had been built, 
Bucksport and not Bangor would have 
been known in the late nineteenth 
century as the greatest lumber mar­
ket of the world.
Other attempts to solve the trans­
portation problems of those early days 
was the chartering of a line of steam­
boats from Old Town to Mattawam- 
keag with exclusive rights from 1847 
for a period of twenty-five years. The 
opening up of the upper country 
along the river and its tributaries to 
the lumbermen demands some more
Section of the Old Canal at Stillwater and Orono.
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convenient means of travel than the 
very poorly developed roads were af­
fording. By 1847 a considerable num­
ber of towns were opened up to 
settlers, and a line of railroad from 
Bangor to Old Town and a steamship 
line from Old Town to Mattawamkeag 
made a vast difference in the matter 
of transportation into the north coun­
try. The first boat was built and 
equipped in 1848 and was called Gov. 
Neptune, in honor of John Neptune, 
Governor of the Penobscot Indians at 
Old Town. It is said that John God­
dard, one of the noted and prosperous 
lumbermen of the early Penobscot 
days, an excentric character, was on 
board during that first trip and in­
sisted, as was quite like him, upon 
piloting the ship for a time. He was 
allowed to have his way. Still another 
incident of that trip comes to us, 
bringing us a little nearer to that 
far off day. Some little Indians de­
siring to make the trip had slipped on 
board unnoticed by the men in charge. 
They were hugely enjoying their trip 
but when called upon to pay their 
fare a new and less enjoyable aspect 
The Old Mansfield Cant-Dog Factory at Orono.
of the case presented itself for they 
had no money with which to pay. One 
of them probably voiced the sentiment 
of the party when he emerged from 
the shadow cast by the demand for 
payment with a beaming smile and 
pointing to the name “Gov. Neptune” 
high above the pilot-house said, “We 
no pay; he my grandfather!”
The above was currently used on the river 
boats, and was so used in Old Town.
General Veazie, in 1849, conceived 
the idea that the conditions of the 
charter had been violated by the com­
pany and he built a rival steamer to 
cover the route. She was called the 
“Gov. Dana,” in honor of the governor 
of the State. A law suit followed in 
which Gen. Veazie was unsuccessful 
and was obliged to withdraw the Gov. 
Dana from service. The route was 
maintained under the original com­
pany till bought by the European and 
North American Railroad and the 
boats were retired.
Rates on Boats in 1864:
Old Town to Winn and vice versa............ $2.50
Old Town to Lincoln ......................................... 2.00
Old Town to Howland .............   1.50
Old Town to Passadumkeag ......................... 1.00
Old Town to Greenbush ...................... 50
Old Town to Sunkhaze .......................... 25
Old Town to Winn, per ton..........................$5.50
Old Town to Lincoln ..................   4.50
Old Town to Howland .................................... 3.50
Old Town to Passadumkeag ......................... 2.75
Old Town to Greenbush .................................. 1.60
Old Town to Sunkhaze .................................... 1.50
By 1825 sufficient quantities of lum­
ber were being floated down the Pe­
nobscot from its upper waters to 
create a problem of handling above 
Old Town. A large number of men 
and companies of men were interested 
as owners or purchasers of logs in the 
river. It was natural and necessary 
under the circumstances that the logs 
should float the lower part of the 
river in a confused condition. It was 
necessary to separate them for saw­
ing and marketing. In the early days 
the advantage of separating them in 
the deadwater above Old Town became 
plain and crews were set to picking 
up the floating logs and holding them 
in what was called pocket booms along 
the river for the owner. Logs in driv­
ing time float in the night as well as 
in the day, so that it was necessary to 
keep men out all night on the water 
in bateaus to pick up the drifting 
logs. Great fires were built upon the 
shores to light the men in the boats.
The Argyle shore was a favorable 
location for stopping the logs and a 
boom was stretched from one side of 
the river by some of the lumbermen; 
but a boom stopped everybody’s logs 
and there was trouble among the 
owners. In 1825 a charter was grant­
ed by the legislature giving rights to 
a company to construct a boom at 
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Argyle. Rufus Dwinel bought out the 
franchise in 1827 and in 1832 under 
an extension of the franchise built a 
boom at Pea Cove, just below Argyle. 
Gen. Veazie purchased a half interest 
in the franchise for $20,000; and the 
following year, after he had helped to 
build the boom purchased the remain­
ing half interest for $20,000. General 
Veazie thus became the sole owner and 
remained so till 1847 when he sold his 
interest to David Pingree and others 
for $100,573.77. From the first at­
tempt to boom logs above Old Town to 
the last there was trouble among the 
lumbermen. With the legislative 
charter the rights to boom became 
recognized, but law suits were abun­
dant and there was hardly a session 
of the legislature for years where 
there was not a petition from the 
lumbermen who were seeking to 
change or modify in some way the 
conditions of booming and charging.
The following table will be of inter­
est as showing the amount of lum­
ber rafted from the boom yearly for
a period from 1833 to 1857.
Yr. 1833-— 25,906,000 ft., 343 per log
Yr. 1834-— 10,242,000 ft., 320 per log
Yr. 1835-- 81,820,000 ft., 354 per log
Yr. 1836-— 44,527,000 ft., 373 per log
Yr. 1837-— 54,345,000 ft., 330 per log
Yr. 1838-- 55,813,000 ft., 298 per log
Yr. 1839-- 53,449.000 ft., 329 per log
Yr. 1840-— 35,042,000 ft., 354 per log
Average per log for 8 years, 337 ft.
Yr. 1841-— 48,223,000 ft., 355 per log
Yr. 1842-— 74,215,000 ft., 348 per log
Yr. 1843-- 70,896,000 ft., 304 per log
Yr. 1844-— 57,417,000 ft., 284 per log
Yr. 1845-- 98,557,000 ft., 281 per log
Yr. 1846-- 88,128,000 ft., 236 per log
Yr. 1847--146,880,000 ft., 261 per log
Yr. 1848-—176,968,000 ft., 277 per log
Average per log for 8 years, 293 ft.
Yr. 1849-— 73,693,000 ft., 260 per log
Yr. 1850-—169,159,000 ft., 216 per log
Yr. 1851-—158,121,000 ft., 223 per log
Yr. 1852-—129,192,000 ft., 184 per log
Yr. 1853--161,564,000 ft., 167 per log
Yr. 1854--125,874,000 ft., 180 per log
Yr. 1855-—181,809,000 ft., 168 per log
Yr. 1856-—143,271,000 ft., 169 per log
Yr. 1857-- 62,416,000 ft., 192 per log
Average per log for 9 years, 196 ft.
The Absent-minded One—Mary,
have you seen my hat?
Mary—Why, it’s on your head, sir.
The A. O.—Gracious, so it is, and I 
nearly went out without it.—Pear­
son’s Weekly (London).
A recently disinterred story of the 
ex-Kaiser is characteristic. It con­
cerns the time when as a small and 
saucy crown prince he attended the 
wedding of Edward VII. The ex­
Kaiser, who was then a kaiser-to-be, 
was an interested spectator of the 
ceremony. He was also a rather noisy 
one, so the Puke of Connaught, his 
uncle, administered a quiet but forc­
ible spanking. The future kaiser did 
not whimper, but sliding quietly to 
the floor he closed his teeth on the 
calf of his uncle’s leg with such 
energy that he drew blood.
“Logging in Ye Olden Time”
“An Argyle correspondent sends us 
an account of early logging operations 
on the West Branch of the Penobscot, 
as related by Mr. Stephen Bussell. On 
the 5th of July, 1928, Mr. Bussell, 
with Isaac, Jeremiah M., and William 
Freese, John Marsh, Eben Hathorn, 
William Grant, Gorham Rollins, Hugh 
Alexander and Philip Spencer, started 
up the West Branch to cut the first 
logs ever cut above Nicatou.
“They boated up as usual, and 
camped just above Rockabema. They 
found some monster trees, and one 
pine they felled on the bank of the 
river had a notch cut in it with forty 
layers of wood outside the mark. Four 
of the men in one day cut fifty-four 
logs and rolled them to where high 
water would take them off, and they 
scaled 25,000 feet. This “crew” picked 
up their logs the next year at Matta- 
seunk and rafted and ran them from 
there, selling them for about $7.00 a 
thousand. There is some difference be­
tween the lumbering operations of 
that year and this! The only mem­
bers of that lumbering crew now liv­
ing are Messrs. Jeremiah M. Freese 
and Stephen Bussell.”
* * *
The above account appeared in The 
Old Town Herald under date of 
October 1884. The logs were cut at 




1. My wife is my boss; I shall not 
deny it.
2. She maketh me lie down behind the 
bed when swell company cometh; 
and she leadeth me behind her up 
the main street.
3. She restoreth my pocketbook after 
she hath spent all of its contents 
for horrible skirts and theatre 
tickets. She leadeth me up the 
aisle of the church for her hat’s 
sake.
4. Yea, though I walk more than half 
the night through dark rooms with 
a crying baby, I will get no rest; 
for she is behind me with her 
broomstick, and her hatpins do any­
thing but comfort me.
5. She prepareth a cold snack for me, 
then maketh a bee line for the 
Mother’s Domestic Club. She 
anointeth my head with a rolling 
pin occasionally. My arms runneth 
over with bundles before she is half 
through with her shopping.
6. Surely her dressmaker and her 
millinery bills shall follow me all 
the days of my life, and I shall 
dwell in the house of my wife 
forever.
Mills-Christiansen Nuptials
At four o’clock Wednesday after­
noon, June 4th at the Essex Street 
Baptist Church, Bangor, Miss Eleanor 
Christiansen became the wife of Ralph 
Mills or Orrington. Rev. George O. 
Richardson of East Glastonbury, 
Conn., performed the ceremony. The 
church was artistically and handsome­
ly decorated for the occasion. Many 
relatives and friends were present. 
The wedding march was played by 
Mrs. Walter L. Spencer of New Lon­
don, Conn. Several fine selections 
were rendered by Miss Antoinette 
Parner, a teacher in Bloomberg, Pa. 
Miss Parner has a rich contralto 
voice. Mrs. Spencer and Miss Parner 
were classmates of the bride at the 
New England Conservatory of Music. 
The matron of honor was Mrs. Edwin 
L. Goss of Lewiston, sister of the 
bride, and the bridesmaids were Miss 
June Dickinson of Boston, a cousin of 
the bride, Caroline Erskine, Elsie 
O’Connor of Bangor and Ruth Mills, 
sister of the groom. The best man 
was Wilbur S. Cochran and the ushers 
were Harold Doe, William Bradbury, 
Merlon Rogers of Bangor and Walter 
Derrill of Dover-Foxcroft.
Following the ceremony a reception 
was held at the residence of the 
bride’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Hans 
Christiansen on Elm St., Bangor. 
There were a large number of beauti­
ful presents.
Miss Christiansen has been a teach­
er in the schools of Bangor, Bath and 
Dover-Foxcroft. Mr. Mills is now em­
ployed at the Andrews Music House, 
and until recently has been with the 
Social Service Division of the Great 
Northern Paper Co. The happy couple 
left for a wedding trip of a few days.
She—“How do you stand on this 
boycott of storage eggs?”
He—“Gee, I’d hate to boycott a 
chicken.”
In the days when yellow journalism 
was at its height a new reporter on a 
sensational New York daily called up 
his chief by telephone for instructions 
as to what he should do. The city 
editor asked the reporter to hold the 
wire a minute till he saw if he had 
anything to be looked after in that 
section of the city. Then these in­
structions came over the wire: 
“Summers, a prominent, wealthy, 
young fellow named Stuart was up 
in the West Side police court for 
drunkenness this morning. He plead­
ed to have his name kept out of the 
newspapers for fear his mother would 
hear of it. She has heart trouble, and 
he says the shock would kill her. Go 
over to her at ------ West Seventy-
second street, and tell her about it. 
We need news.”
Field Day at Lamoine Beach. August 7. 1924 Page Nine
SPRUCEWOOD DEPARTMENT, GREAT NORTHERN PAPER COMPANY
Edited and Published by the 
SOCIAL SERVICE DIVISION
Montford S. Hill, Superintendent
Oscar S. Smith and Aime J. Toussaint, Associates 
on the week of the fifteenth of each month.
Gratis to the fortunate within the pale—gratis to the unfortunate without the pale.
All employees are asked to co-operate with news items, personals, photographs, 
suggestions, anything that will please and not offend. Address all communications direct 
to Montford S. Hill, Superintendent, room 607, 6 State St., Bangor, Maine. Copy must 
be in by the tenth of the month.
From the Press of the Furbush Printing Company, 108 Exchange St., Bangor, Me.
Editorial
The Child and Child Labor
Childhood is a very precious part 
of human experience. What better 
picture of real, true life can be paint­
ed than the display of child life! En­
joyments and happiness are greatly 
blended in child life. Play is the out­
standing characteristic. It is true and 
natural to the normal child. But this 
play spirit is not alone so blessed to 
the child itself, but note its influence 
and power upon adult experience. 
What a refreshing sight to older eyes 
to behold a company of happy, eager 
children at play! May we never lose 
the inspiration and significance of 
such. What a poverty strewn world 
this would be if the child and his 
play spirit were eliminated! The 
power for good of the child upon the 
adult is great. It is a part of the 
obligation to one’s self and to others 
to hold the play spirit. And where 
better shall we go to keep fresh in 
our thinking and constant in our ap­
preciation this good truth than to the 
child. Was it not said by the Great 
Teacher “Of such is the kingdom of 
heaven?” We believe it is one of the 
marks of growing intelligence that 
the child is receiving so much wise 
attention and care. It has recently 
been announced by one of the leading 
club organizations of the country that 
child welfare and the consideration of 
childhood will be one of the chief 
features of work in the coming year.
We are glad to record the strong 
and vigorous move being made to 
emancipate the child from labor. We 
believe our American school system is 
right and that it is not too much for 
the strength and endurance of the 
child. But we are equally convinced 
that labor in industry and elsewhere 
as commonly understood by the term
•
“child labor” is a great menace to the 
individual child and to society. May 
this great cause become more and 
more championed by wise and safe 
leaders who will be able to direct ways 
and means for this most desirable 
end to be attained.
 Vocational Education 
By Edith Irene Clifford
An English writer has said that 
five great intellectual professions re­
lating to daily necessities of life have 
hitherto existed:
The soldier’s profession is to de­
fend it.
The pastor’s to teach it.
The physician’s to keep it in health. 
The lawyer’s to enforce justice in it. 
The business man to provide for it. 
The business man is the greatest of 
all civilizers. He feeds, clothes, trans­
ports, and houses the people, and so 
touches them at a hundred points, 
where the writer, the profiteer, or the 
teacher, touches them at one.
Every great nation has made its 
contribution to the onward march of 
civilization. China gave it powder; 
Arabia, the alphabet; Judea, religion; 
Greece, literature; Rome, laws; and 
America in her turn has given to the 
world the science of business. Hence, 
the necessity of vocational education 
in America.
Some one has said that “An educa­
tion is the development by training 
and experience of that which is in the 
individual to the end—that his best 
destiny may be accomplished.” If this 
is true, the dominating factor then in 
our present day education should be 
to determine what is the best destiny 
of each child in the public schools.
Speaking in broad liberal terms, 
this is possible through two types of 
education, namely, General Education 
and Vocational Education. General 
education develops culture. Vocational 
education trains one in a certain trade 
or occupation. Hence, one’s vocation 
is his trade or occupation by which 
he earns his living.
By vocation we live, by culture we 
live abundantly. Vocation is man 
toiling, culture is man thinking and 
creating. In short, vocation bakes 
bread, while culture makes it worth 
while that bread should be baked. It 
is doutbless culture that gives value 
to vocation, but it is also true that 
vocation makes culture possible. With­
out vocation, no survival of culture; 
without culture, but little value in 
vocation. Ruskin says: “Life without 
industry is guilt, and industry without 
art is brutality.”
The social and educational need for 
vocational training is urgent. Wide­
spread vocational training will demo­
cratize the education of the country.
(1) By recognizing different tastes 
and abilities and by giving an equal 
opportunity to all to prepare for their 
life work; (2) by extending education 
through part-time and evening in­
struction to those who are at work in 
the shop or on the farm. Vocational 
training will indirectly but positively 
affect the aims and methods of general 
education: (1) by developing a better 
teaching process through which the 
children who do not respond to book 
instruction alone may be reached and 
educated through learning by doing;
(2) by introducing into our educa­
tional system the aim of utility, to 
take its place in dignity by the side 
of culture and to connect education 
with life by making it purposeful and 
useful. Higher standards of living 
are a direct result of the better educa­
tion which makes workers more 
efficient, thus increasing their wage­
earning capacity. Vocational educa­
tion is only in its beginning stage. It 
has already been developed to a high 
degree in cities where public school 
pupils can specialize in almost any 
useful trade.
The phase of vocational education 
that is illustrated here in our own 
town is the commercial department in 
the high school. Manual training and 
domestic science also come under this 
type of education.
Let us first consider the purposes 
of this commercial education: In a 
general way, up to the present it has 
attempted to meet four distinct busi­
ness needs.
First, and most definite of these, is 
the training of stenographers; and
Second, is the training of bookkeep­
ers and clerk for general office work. 
These two functions have heretofore 
been regarded as the full obligation 
of commercial education.
Third, the need that business edu­
cation has recently undertaken to 
meet, is the training for secretarial
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work of those who have had a broader 
fundamental education and who wish 
to take more responsible positions than 
to be merely stenographers. Steno­
graphy and typewriting are made ele­
ments in the training of secretaries, 
but to these are added numerous other 
professional studies such as economics, 
commercial geography, business cor­
respondence, business customs and 
business law.
Fourth, the need that commercial 
education now seeks to supply is the 
demand for salesmen: This involves 
not only training in the principles of 
salesmanship, meeting the public, 
making a sale, etc., but also a broader 
training in business, knowledge of 
merchandise, and the cultivation of 
taste.
The conclusion sometimes made that 
commercial education should be for 
girls only is based on false premises. 
Commercial education has a much 
wider purpose than the training of 
stenographers and bookkeepers. Al­
ready the broadened commercial edu­
cation has addressed itself to the task 
of training for service in the com­
munity, for participation in social 
life, and for knowledge of, and ability 
to adapt one’s self to business as a 
whole. Young people trained for the 
broader and more professional aspects 
of commercial life have every prospect 
of finding for themselves highly use­
ful places in business as they demon­
strate their fitness for more respons­
ible duties.
Specialization and efficiency are 
practically the watchwords of today, 
for any worker who essays to make 
much headway must be trained in a 
thorough-going manner in order to 
compete with other trained workers 
in the same field.
Business education is the real means 
to the end of doing important work 
in the correct manner, in the shortest 
time, and with a sureness in the way 
of results which will warrant satis­
factory financial rewards. Business 
in this country has undergone many
—From Metropolitan Monthly.
readjustments. It is now undergoing 
decided changes and developments. 
Competition will grow keener and 
keener, and the future will prove to 
be a survival of the fittest. The fittest 
will be the man who is prepared by 
training and by that strengthening of 
the will and vision, which comes 
through training. Let’s be prepared!
SAND
I observed a locomotive in the railroad yard one day.
It was waiting near the round-house, where the locomotives stay; 
It was panting for the journey; it was coaled and fully manned, 
And it had a box the fireman was filling full of sand.
It appears that locomotives cannot always get a grip
On their slender iron pavement, ’cause the wheels are apt to slip;
So when they reach a slippery spot, their tactics they command, 
And a get a grip upon the rail, they sprinkle it with sand.
It’s about this way with travel along life’s slippery track,
If your load is rather heavy and you’re always sliding back;
If common locomotion you completely understand,
You’ll provide yourself in starting with a good supply of sand.
If your track is steep and hilly and you have a heavy grade,
If those who’ve gone before you have the rails quite slippery made, 
If you ever reach the summit of the upper tableland,
You’ll find you have to do it with a liberal use of sand.
If you strike some frigid weather and discover to your cost 
That you’re slipping, slipping, slipping, on a heavy coat of frost, 
Then some prompt, decided action will be called into demand, 
And you’ll slip ’way to the bottom if you haven’t any sand.
You can get to any station that is on life’s schedule seen,
If there’s fire beneath the boiler of ambition’s strong machine,
And you’ll reach a place called Flushtown at a speed that’s simply grand, 
If for all the slippery places you’ve a good supply of sand.
Many of our readers will note the 
sudden and recent death of Mr. C. E. 
Lawrence, Vice President of The In­
ternational Correspondence Schools. 
He was widely known among indus­
trial people of the country. He had 
been prominent in the work of the 
International for many years. Those 
who attended the session of the New 
Hampshire and Maine Vocational 
Conference in Bangor last month will 
remember him as being among the 
number who came from out of the 
State to attend that Conference. He 
was one of the party who went as 
guests of the Company to Moosehead 
Lake for a short outing. He died in 
the Augusta Hospital only a few days 
after his return from the Lake. While 
there he seemed in fine spirits and in 
good health and entered into the trip 
with much vigor and enjoyment. He 
wrote us after returning, among other 
references to the entertainment as 
follows: “Every moment of the trip 
was filled with pleasure and I know 
was a real benefit to every man pres­
ent.” Mr. Lawrence’s home was at 
Asbury Park, N. J.
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Shirley W. Rogers and Emily 
Ranney, both of Bangor, were united 
in marriage Sunday noon in the 
Trinity Episcopal church at Lewiston, 
the ceremony being performed by the 
pastor, Rev. G. F. Robinson, formerly 
of Winn, Miss Ranney’s former home. 
The wedding was a very quiet affair, 
the couple leaving Bangor by automo­
bile Sunday morning and being un­
attended at the ceremony, and leaving 
immediately afterward for a honey­
moon trip by automobile. On their 
return they will reside in Veazie.
The bride has been the proprietor 
of the Home Private Hospital on 
Essex street for the past seven years, 
but recently sold the place to Mrs. 
Flora Fletcher Ford of Bangor, a 
graduate nurse.
The groom is employed in the 
Forestry Dept, of the Great Northern 
Paper Company.
Mr. and Mrs. Rogers have the best 
wishes of a host of friends for a long 
and happy married life.
Howard A. Simpson of Bangor and 
Miss Esther Rose Gray, daughter of 
Mr. and Mrs. Herbert C. Gray of 272 
Forest avenue, were united in mar­
riage at the home of the bride, Satur­
Here and There
Joe Riley is cooking at Pittston.
Silas Babcock is harness-making in 
Bangor.
The Pittston office has been re­
opened.
Harold Sargent is running the 
steam shovel at Greenville.
Mr. and Mrs. Charles Raymond 
have gone from the Forty Mile.
Frank Collins is night fireman at 
the Brewer Manufacturing Company.
The North Branch Drive was at the
West Branch, Pittston Farm, June 16.
Harrie B. Coe is the Executive Sec­
retary of the Maine Publicity Organ­
ization.
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day evening, June 14, at eight o’clock, 
by Rev. A. E. Morris. The wedding 
march was played by Mrs. E. C. 
Brown and the attendants were Miss 
Marion G. Gray, sister of the bride 
and Harry Simpson, brother of the 
bridegroom.
The bride wore a white canton crepe 
dress, with Vai lace, and a wedding 
veil with orange blossoms. She carried 
a bride’s bouquet of Killarney roses. 
The bridesmaid was gowned in yellow 
georgette and carried a bouquet of 
sweet peas.
Both Mr. and Mrs. Simpson are well 
known here. Mr. Simpson has for 
several years been employed in the 
Accounting Department of the Great 
Northern Paper Company, Bangor 
Office, and is a member of St. 
Andrew’s Lodge of Masons.
Mrs. Simpson is a graduate of Ban­
gor high school, class of 1919, and for 
the past five years has been employed 
in the office of the Prudential Life 
Insurance Company. She has been a 
teacher in the Sunday school of the 
First Methodist church for several 
years.
After the ceremony Mr. and Mrs. 
Simpson left by automobile for parts 
unknown. They will be at home after 
July first at 281 Forest avenue.
Mr. W. J. Coltart and son, G. L., 
have been making repairs at Rock­
wood.
Mr. and Mrs. Hellyer are at pres­
ent running Seboomook Farm and 
House.
Louis Murphy is working at the 
Kineo Harness Shop, beginning there 
June 16.
C. M. Brosenhan has a small crew 
working on blow-downs near the 
Thirty Mile.
Dr. Frank Gilbert and E. C. Gil­
bert of Portland are at Pittston Farm 
on a fishing trip.
William McClure and Sterling 
Dymond have been whitewashing the 
stable at Rockwood.
M. E. Hall is now driving the Reo 
Speed Wagon between Seboomook, 
Pittston and Forty Mile.
Mr. and Mrs. N. A. Murphy made 
a trip to Jackman by auto June 15 
via the Boundry Cottage.
Mr. Fred Beck, who operated at 
Rainbow this season, has now a posi­
tion as traveling salesman.
Mr. Hugh Seavy took two weeks 
vacation to Bangor and Eastport, re­
turning to Rockwood recently.
Oscar Smith, Jr., was born June 8 
in Houlton. He will soon go to the 
home of his parents in Island Falls.
Mr. Chapman of the Rockwood 
Office has lately made a trip to- 
Pennsylvania to visit his daughter.
Emile Herrent is down river from 
Rockwood. He is staying in Bangor 
and is having some dental work done.
Carl Graves, who is now conduct­
ing a grocrey business in Portland, 
visited his parents in Bangor at 
Memorial time.
Harold Whitehead, who has been 
clerking on the Caucogomoc Drive, is 
now employed by the Stearns Lumber 
Co., at Bangor.
Mr. and Mrs. Walter O’Connell are 
receiving congratulations on the birth 
of an eight pound boy, Charles Fred­
erick. He was born May 24 in Ban­
gor.
R. E. James, who has been clerking 
at Rockwood has moved his family to 
Bangor and has closed his work at 
Rockwood.
T. B. Whalen, who has been of late 
working in the Rockwood Harness 
Shop, has gone to Green Mountain as 
fire patrolman.
Mrs. J. E. Sargent and Mrs. N. A. 
Murphy were at Van Buren June 10 
attending the graduation of their sons 
at St. Mary’s College.
Mr. and Mrs. A. B. Chaplin were 
at the Forty Mile awaiting the arrival 
of Mr. and Mrs. William Lane, who 
will now have charge there.
Jack Whitty, who has been working 
on the Pratt cottage at Greenville, 
was called home at Old Town on ac­
count of the illness of his brother.
Fourteen acres of potatoes have 
been planted at Pittston Farm, and 
twenty-five acres of oats have been 
sown. Also a garden has been 
planted.
The ladies of Rockwood have 
formed a club under the name of 
“The Northern Club” and meet every 
Thursday. Mrs. Chapman will speak 
on the subject, “Politics,” the current 
week.
Many pertinent facts concerning the 
events which inspired Francis Scott 
Key to write the words of “The Star 
Spangled Banner” have been omitted 
from most accounts hitherto pub­
lished; also there has been some mis­
conception in regard to certain details, 
therefore the account herewith set 
forth is intended to present accurately 
the circumstances forming the back­
ground of this historic event. The 
cover design for the current issue of 
The Northern was drawn from the 
data contained in authentic records.
In September, 1814, during the at­
tack by the British men-of-war upon 
Baltimore, Md., and Fort McHenry, 
Mr. Key embarked on the neutral ship 
“Minden,” used by the American Gov­
ernment in negotiating exchanges of 
prisoners of war, to the British fleet 
in the outer harbor, for the purpose of 
obtaining the release of a civilian, Dr. 
William Beanes of Upper Marl­
borough, Md., who was being detained 
because he had caused the arrest of 
several British marauders.
As Key reached the fleet when the 
attack upon Baltimore was about to 
begin, he was required to remain be­
hind the British lines until it was 
over, so that he might not convey any 
information of the impending move­
ment to his comrades on land. He 
was in no sense a prisoner of war, but 
was treated with the utmost consider­
ation and respect, and was promptly 
returned to Baltimore when the attack 
was ended.
During this attack of Fort Mc­
Henry, Key was an anxious and in­
terested witness throughout the long 
night, and in the gray dawn of early 
morning he was intensely relieved to 
see the “Stars and Stripes” still wav­
ing triumphantly over the ramparts 
of the Fort.
It was on the morning of September 
14, 1814, under the inspiration of this 
exciting scene, that Francis Scott Key 
composed the first draft of our Na­
tional Anthem “The Star Spangled 
Banner” on the back of an old 
envelope.
THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER
O say I can you see, by the dawn’s early light,
What so proudly we hail’d at the twi-light’s 
last gleaming?
Whose broad stripes and bright stars, thro 
the perilous fight,
O’er the ramparts we watched, were so 
gallantly streaming ?
And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting 
in air,
Gave proof thro the night that our flag was 
still there.
Story of Our National
By Ernest L. Nichols
On the shore, dimly seen thro the mists of the 
deep,
Where the foe’s haughty host in dread 
silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze, o’er the 
towering steep,
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half 
discloses ?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning’s 
first beam,
In full glory reflected, now shines on the 
stream.
O thus be it ever when free men shall stand
Between their loved homes and the war’s 
desolation I
Blest with victory and peace, may the Heaven- 
rescued land
Praise the Power that hath made and pre­
served us a nation!
Then conquer we must, when our cause it is 
just,
And this be our motto: “In God is our 
trust !”
Chorus
O say, does that Star-Spangled Banner yet 
wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of 
the brave ?
’Tis the Star-Spangled Banner: O long may 
it wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of 
the brave ?
And the the Star-Spangled Banner in triumph 
shall wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of 
the brave ?
The original manuscript of the 
words is preserved by Henry Walters, 
owner of the Walters Art Gallery, and 
the flag itself, whose “broad stripes 
and bright stars” burst upon Key’s 
enraptured vision, is preserved in the 
National Museum at Washington, 
D. C.
This lyric was written at a time 
of acute national stress and expressed, 
as it does still, the characteristic feel­
ings of the country as a whole—not 
desiring to provoke war but rising 
with determination to take arms in 
defence of the national honor when a 
crisis required it.
In literary form “The Star Spangled 
Banner” is far superior to most 
patriotic songs, and even without its 
music, would find wide popularity on 
its merits as a poetical composition.
Key had the words printed in hand­
bill form in the office of the Baltimore 
American and distributed on the 
streets of the delivered city in Sep­
tember, 1814, before the British fleet 
which had been beaten off from Fort 
McHenry, had gotten out of the 
Chesapeake. It struck the popular 
fancy at once and has held it in a 
large measure ever since. It was sung 
on the stage of the famous Holliday 
Street Theatre in Baltimore and taken
up with intense eagerness by the 
people in that section and throughout 
the nation. The tune to which the 
words were adapted was known as 
“Anacreon in Heaven” and is today 
perhaps the favorite heroic song of 
America. By general orders it is the 
National air in the Army and Navy on 
occasions of ceremony, and is uni­
versally recognized as our “National 
Anthem,” although it is not actually 
such in legal fact, Congress having 
repeatedly rejected proposals to make 
a declaration to that effect by resolu­
tion.
Francis Scott Key was born in 
Frederick County, Maryland, August 
9, 1780 and died in Baltimore January 
11, 1843. He was graduated from St. 
John’s College, Annapolis, Md. and 
practised law at Frederick. He be­
came quite a noted attorney and for 
many years he was District Attorney 
of the District of Columbia.
No other writer of an American 
patriotic song has had so many honors 
paid to his memory as Francis Key, 
for whom Congress has erected an 
imposing sculptured memorial in For 
McHenry, and whose lineaments are 
preserved in public statuary as far 
from the scene of his labors as San 
Francisco.
Mrs. Walter B. Twombly
Mrs. Twombly died at the Dean 
Hospital, Greenville, May 27 after a 
brief illness. She became ill at 
Seboomook where Mr. Twombly is 
Superintendent of the Great Northern 
Farm. She was hurriedly taken to 
Greenville. Mrs. Twombly was a 
woman of sterling worth, a devoted 
mother, and a faithful wife. She had 
a great many friends and acquaint­
ances who will grieve her passing. 
Many of the officials and employees of 
the Company favorably knew her, she 
having been at Pittston Farm for 
some time previous to going to 
Seboomook. She is survived by her 
husband, two daughters, Miss Flor­
ence, Mrs. Flora Stratton, a grand­
child, Louise Stratton, a sister and 
three brothers. Much sympathy is 
extended to the family and relatives. 
The funeral services were held at the 
residence at Monroe, May 31, conduct­
ed by Rev. Ashley Smith of Bangor. 
The interment was at the cemetery at 
Monroe village.
“How do people begin divorce pro­
ceedings, anyway?”
“By getting married, I suppose.”— 
Philadelphia Bulletin.
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A Coward of Brittany
“But Marie I am afraid.” Fear 
had spoken. The loved room with its 
bright red carpet, and its starchy 
white curtains fluttering in the cool 
breeze of the autumn morning, sud­
denly had become, to the man sitting 
rigidly upright, his hands tightly 
griping the sides of his chair, a place 
filled with phantoms from which he 
must flee. He had closed his eyes 
that he might not see the still form of 
a woman who sat motionless, looking 
beyond him, looking beyond the little 
room, across the hills far away to 
where he dared not look.
Hysterically, almost incoherently, 
the words leaping from his lips as if 
they burned them, the man began to 
speak. “The very hills and valleys 
of old Brittany shrink from me with 
horror and disgust. Voices mock me 
day and night. They follow me in 
the daylight. The people who are 
left to walk our streets, our people, 
our women, our old men, our little 
children flee from me as I approach. 
They point at me the finger of scorn, 
whispering, “he is a coward. “Even 
you Marie,” and here his voice sank to 
a whisper, “and my little Jean, my 
loved ones turn from me.”
Marie shivered slightly as though 
with the cold, but her eyes did not 
once leave the hills, and the voice of 
the man went on, offering no excuse, 
turning the knife slowly in the wound 
of his own heart.
“My name and the name of my 
dear son will live forever disgraced. 
Jean, my little, little Jean will grow 
to manhood, and he will be brave, for 
he is like you Marie, while I, oh 
Marie—,” and as his gaze fearfully 
followed hers across the hills, he 
threw himself at her feet clutching 
frantically at her skirt.
“Oh, Marie I am the first of all my 
race to fail. My honor is gone from 
me never to return. Your love has 
turned to contempt, but—oh, I cannot 
be a soldier.” His voice broke on that 
last word.
It was only then that Marie took 
her eyes from the hills and rested 
them upon his bowed head, and her 
eyes were full of love, and her voice 
was very gentle as she spoke.
“But, Jean, you are so big, so 
strong. You are the only one left 
here in our little village.”
Jean rose slowly to his feet and 
walked to the window. He, too, was 
looking far away across the distant 
hills. But, as he looked he saw the 
other side, and as he saw he shuddered 
and turned away.
The voice of Marie went on. “Oh, 
Jean, do you think that I want to 
sacrifice you? Night after night, be­
fore the real call came, I lay upon my 
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bed, with wide awake eyes staring 
into the darkness, for I knew that you 
must go. The voice of my heart told 
me to keep you here, to hold you safe, 
to hide you, even, if need be, and 
never to let you go. But, the voice 
of France came louder, calling for 
life, sacrifice and death. The spirit of 
the maid of Domremy whispered to 
me, ‘for France and liberty.' I heard 
the voice of my father, who was a 
soldier, saying, ‘Marie, my child, it is 
for France.’ Then I knew that I 
would let you go.
It was Jean now who spoke not. He 
sat quite still, giving no sign of the 
emotion surging within him except the 
hurried clasping and unclasping of 
his trembling hands. Marie’s voice 
went on, every word adding a new 
torture to his already breaking heart.
“I saw a vision. I saw the field of 
battle wet with the blood of slaugh­
tered men. My heart shuddered, but 
even then it was full of glory, for 
there you were at the head of your 
regiment, a true Frenchman, a son of 
liberty and a brave soldier, true to 
yourself, your honor and your coun­
try. I saw your name written high, 
the highest of all on the roll of 
honor.”
As Marie, her face aglow with 
exultant joy, uttered these words, 
Jean sprang to his feet, his whole 
body aquiver, “Marie, I will, I will, I 
will,” but even as he spoke the magic 
of her words failed. The rapt look 
faded from his face. He was again 
a coward in the full realization of his 
cowardice.
Calmly, now, Marie continued. 
“Then, Jean, I saw our little boy 
grown to a tall, brave laddie so like 
you. I saw his eyes flash, and his 
body quiver, as I, an old woman now, 
told him of his father’s courage, honor 
and sacrifice.
“Then came the call. ‘France needs 
volunteers.’ The men of our village 
responded. The face of the sun be­
came darkened for many, many 
many desolate hearts. My own heart 
lost its life. I almost failed. Then, 
borne to me on the breeze of that sum­
mer afternoon came the echo of 
strong, hearty voices singing the 
‘Marseillaise, Ye sons of freedom wake 
to glory! Behold what myriads did 
you rise.’ My heart thrilled with ex­
ultation. All, all I had to give for 
France! I turned to see you in the 
doorway. The time was come for our 
greatest sacrifice. Joy was gone and 
in her place stood duty. Now, now 
you must surely speak. But your lips 
were sealed. My heart seemed to 
stop beating. My eyes became blurred. 
The volunteers were coming. Why, oh 
why were you so silent! They came 
God made him, and therefore let him pass for a man.—Shakespeare.
abreast of us and passed on. Only 
then did I realize what you meant to 
do. You were not going.” Here the 
voice of Marie rose to a shriek, “you, 
the strongest and ablest of them all, 
were afraid! You were a coward! 
All the eyes of the village seemed to 
be upon me. The voices of many other 
Frenchmen, loyal, brave and true, 
seemed to be jeering at you, you my 
Jean! I called to you, but you made no 
answer. Since that day I have not 
spoken. Three long months of bitter, 
horrible warfare have passed. France 
is in danger. Oh, Jean, Jean—.”
Sobbing bitterly, Marie threw her­
self upon the couch. Little Jean, who 
had just run in from play, strove in 
vain to comfort her by patting her 
pretty brown hair with his tiny hand. 
But big Jean did not touch her, he 
was not worthy. She was again his 
Marie, but he could not come near 
her. His face was drawn with pain, 
his hands were tightly clenched. Since 
Marie had been speaking he had 
grown very old, he was weighed in 
the balance and found wanting. With 
rapid steps he strode from the room.
He must go away from here for a 
little, somewhere, out upon the hills 
perhaps, anywhere to get away from 
the voice of Marie. He had thought 
she felt this way, but he hadn’t been 
sure. But he might have known her 
feeling, for Marie was like that. Dur­
ing all these weeks he had not dared 
to speak to her of this, but now he 
had spoken and all was over.
This afternoon was a golden one 
early in October. The leaves of 
autumn lay in rich clusters in the 
valleys. The sun shone warm and 
splendid. Jean climbed a high hill and 
looked about him. Naught spoke of 
war here. The blue of the sky was 
reflected peacefully in the smoothly 
flowing stream at the bottom of the 
hill. The whole country seemed at 
rest. The peaceful hills and valleys 
of France seemed not to hear the 
cannon nor to see the fields only a 
little over the horizon where thou­
sands of her bravest, truest sons lay 
dead, butchered to feed the guns of 
war.
Only one thing told of war. Women 
were at work in the fields. Their 
white bonnets followed the plow, and 
rose and fell upon loads of harvest 
grain. Old men tottered here and 
there trying ineffectually to fill the 
places of strong sons who had gone. 
Little children ran briskly to and fro 
doing the tasks which fathers had 
left for them to do. The harvest 
called for strong reapers, but there 
were only the weak to answer.
The heart of Jean was torn with 
pain. The shapes of his ancestors
rose before him, men honored and 
loyal, men who had ever stood brave 
and firm for France, men who had 
fought to the death for their flag and 
for their king, men who would not 
allow one stain upon the white lily of 
their country. He thought of his 
grandfather who had been a guard of 
Napoleon, and who, breathing loyalty, 
strength and honor, had fallen a hero 
at Waterloo. Jean thought of his 
father, himself, a soldier who had 
died for France. Here, upon this very 
hill he had stood, a wondering, eager­
faced little boy, and had watched this 
father of his go away across the hills, 
across which, for him, there was no 
return. Jean heard today, as clearly 
as on that morning the words of his 
father as he said goodbye. “Jean, my 
boy, you are the son of a soldier, and 
that a soldier of France. Do not for­
get this, and if ever your country 
needs you as she needs me today, re­
member only her need, and go to her 
aid. Goodbye, my boy; may the bless­
ing of God and France be upon you ” 
Shaken by dry sobs he threw himself 
upon the ground.
Suddenly he sat upright. But need 
all this come true? Even now there 
was time. In four days he could join 
the army at the front. He could re­
deem his honor. He could keep his 
faith with France. But the thought 
of the battlefield maddened him. He 
saw the smoke of battle. He heard 
the roar of the cannon, and the sing­
ing whistle of the bullets. He saw 
men cut down like ripened grain. He 
heard the cries of the wounded and 
the dying. He saw the youth of all 
Europe piled in heaps of slain, pay­
ing the sure toll of war. His soul 
grew sick and faint.
“Marie told me I was a coward,” 
he went on, “but she needn’t have 
done that, I knew it already. My 
soul is contemptible. My very heart 
is craven. France needs me and I 
will not go. France, beautiful France! 
How I love her, and how I love dear, 
peaceful Brittany; Shall it be said 
that one of the sons of Brittany was 
unfaithful to France? No, it shall 
never be!”
He sprang to his feet, the light 
of victory in his eyes. His face in 
that moment was the face of a hern. 
But, as he stood there, his eyes turned 
toward the field of battle, the light 
faded from his face. The old fear 
again came upon him. The look of a 
coward settled once more upon his 
face. No, he could not go.
Jean had been upon the hill for a 
long time. While he sat there the 
afternoon had lengthened into twi­
light. A light breeze played softly 
about his temples, but soft as it was 
he shivered in it as though it were a 
piercing blast. Slowly and trembling­
ly he passed on. On his way he met 
several of his one time friends, but 
now they passed him with averted 
heads. He looked down upon the 
little village below. Lights were be­
ginning to glimmer here and there in 
the valley. This very village, so dear 
to him, might be attacked. Marie and 
little Jean might be taken, and he 
would not have helped to save them. 
He shuddered. Cold sweat stood upon 
his brow. Marie and France, they 
seemed linked together forever.
Suddenly he stopped. What was 
this in the square below? Lights 
quivered hurriedly here and there. 
White-capped women, old men and 
little children were all hurrying to­
ward the market-place. Something 
was happening. Jean hurried down. 
A force outside of himself seemed to 
be urging him on, to war perhaps but 
still on.
As in a dream he joined the little 
group of people gathered about the 
prostrate form of a man in the uni­
form of a French soldier. Blood was 
trickling from a wound in his breast. 
Jean’s heart turned sick at the sight 
of it. So rapt was he in this horrible 
sight of blood, that he did not see 
Marie standing near with the en­
raptured look of a saint upon her 
face. So looked Joan or Arc when 
she was called upon to deliver France. 
Jean pressed nearer and nearer the 
wounded man, drawn thither by this 
force which was not of himself. He 
walked as if in a dream. His limbs 
were rigid, but still he moved. His 
eyes were blind, but he could see the 
blood which was red, and which 
colored everything about it red. His 
ears were deaf, but he could hear the 
weak voice of the dying soldier coming 
to him as from a long distance.
“Someone must take this message 
through the enemy’s lines to General 
M—. It may mean death. It means 
that to me, but someone must go.”
All eyes were turned to Jean, only 
Marie’s, she looked to the stars. Jean’s 
eyes were upon the ground. He felt as 
if turned to stone. He spoke not nor 
moved. Suddenly a desire seized him 
to flee, but his limbs refused to move. 
Thus he stood, a coward before them 
all.
“Who will go,” quaveringly spoke 
an old man, who in his youth had 
been one of the first to go at the call 
of his country.
“I will,” the voice of Marie rang 
out through the tense stillness. She 
stood straight and slim against the 
sky, her face turned to heaven. She 
felt not and saw not little Jean tug­
ging away at her skirt. She looked 
as one looks who sees a vision. Her 
face was radiant with an unseen 
glory. All looked at her as if spell­
bound.
As the voice of Marie rang out, 
clear, loud and unafraid, Jean gave a 
great start, and then stood motionless. 
Should Marie, his Marie ride to her 
death while he stood calmly by? To 
put to shame before God and man by 
a woman, and that woman his wife, 
the mother of his child! He felt the 
blood coursing faster and faster 
through his veins. He could see all 
clearly now. The redness had dis­
appeared. His heart beat swiftly. 
His fear was forgotten. His soul 
glowed with the glory of a hero.
Fiercely he strode to the side of 
Marie and snatched the paper from 
her hand. She looked at him won- 
deringly. He began to speak in a 
voice which sounded strange to him 
because of its strength.
“Marie, Marie, you have saved me 
to the honor of my country. You have 
been disgraced by my fear, but it is 
over. I am not afraid. I have courage 
to do and dare all for you and for 
my France. People of this village, 
look upon me. I was a coward, but 
am one no longer. I will redeem the 
honor of my race. The message shall 
go with me.”
Hastily he arrayed himself in the 
uniform consecrated by the death of 
a true soldier. He clasped Marie in 
a last embrace. She neither spoke 
nor moved, but from her eyes he read 
that her trust in him was restored. 
One last look at little Jean and he 
was gone, riding away into the night, 
the man who was afraid.
Many weeks later in a small village 
of Brittany a woman lay face down­
ward upon the floor of her little 
house. A sturdy little boy stood near, 
gazing at her in fear and wonder, 
fearing the dry sobs which shook her, 
and wondering at the pretty red cross 






Since the publication of the show­
ings of the film in the July issue of 
The Northern, showings have been 
made in the following places:
Bangor (T. B. Camp), Bangor (Y. 
M. C. A.), Bangor (Columbia Street 
Church), Bangor (Forester’s Associ­
ation), Bangor (City Farm), Bangor 
(Masonic Club), Brewer (M. E. 
Church), Brewer (Civic Club), Cam­
den, Charleston, Caribou, Dover, East 
Corinth, East Orrington, Gorham, 
Good Will Farm, Harrington, Hamp­
den, Harrison, Hallowell, Houlton, 
Lynn, Mass., Lakeview, Lincoln, 
Mechanic Falls, North Anson, North 
Orrington, Newport, Old Town, Orono 
(U. of M.), Portland, Presque Isle, 
Pittsfield, Plymouth, Rockland, South 
Brewer, Schenectady, N. Y., Sanford, 
Thomaston, Union, Warren, Water­
ville, Yale University.
In several of these places the whole 
film was either run at one time or 
more than one showing was given.





My dear Mrs. Homer:
My regret that I did not stay at 
Tlemcen has been swept away. I am 
glad that I come on direct to Fez. 
For Fez is the City of Mystery, the 
City of Wonder, the City of Strange 
Charm. I have never seen a city 
that 1 can compare to Fez.
I came from Oudjda by the little 
Military Railroad that the French 
have built to connect the two points. 
An amazing little railway, more like 
something that you would find in an 
amusement park, but extremely prac­
tical. I started at six o’clock from 
Oudjda and I reached Fez at eight 
in the evening, and during those 
fourteen hours we whizzed across 
country on a track about thirty inches 
in width at a speed of about twenty 
miles an hour. The little coach holds 
12 passengers, the driver and con­
ductor, and there is a trailer with 
mails and packages. The seats are 
hard and the coach joggles in an 
appalling manner, but I am glad that 
I made the trip on the railroad in­
stead of following the fashion of the 
wealthy and going by motor. I think 
there is more to be seen by the rail 
route.
This little railroad was only opened 
to the public last year, and till I 
reached Oudjda I could obtain little 
information concerning it. The fast 
train on which I travelled is run by 
a petrol engine, but there are steam 
trains with tiny engines that haul 
freight and second class passengers. 
These steam trains take three days 
to make the journey.
It is a most interesting trip. For 
miles after leaving Oudjda we swept 
across a plain without trees or 
habitations. The Arab is an early 
riser, and at that hour of the morning 
he was out with his flocks and herds. 
It grew hotter. The engine pounded, 
the car joggled, and at odd moments 
I wished that I had been rich enough 
to have motored. On and on and on 
we raced. Desert and thorn bushes, 
little struggling farms and small 
fortified stations. Arabs solemnly 
watching the train; their sheep and 
goats watching. The fool stare of the 
sheep annoyed me. They seemed to 
understand the shaking up that I was 
receiving in that carriage.
We ran by places that are im­
portant in the history of Morocco. 
By Taourirt where there has been 
much fighting; by Guercif and Taza. 
On and on, up hills and down dales, 
by nomad camps and strange little 
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stations, and always in front was Fez. 
Fez the City of the Sultans; Fez the 
Town of the Caliphs.
The afternoon passed away. White 
signs here and there beside the track 
told us how far we were from the 
City of Mystery. Ninety kilometres; 
eighty; seventy! The little train con­
sumed the kilometres with much noise 
and much joggling.
It came time to light the head­
light (there are no lights in the 
carriage). Dogs barked at us from 
Arab encampments. We ran by small 
villages where the inhabitants squat­
ted round fires made out of thorn 
bushes. We scooted through country 
that was uninhabited and forbidding. 
I came to the belief that we would 
never reach Fez. I was so rattled by 
the train that I had a queer feeling 
that there was no such place. Why 
thought I, should there be a city of 
one hundred thousand people in this 
appaling place?
And then 1 sighted Fez.
It sprang up out of the darkness. 
Ten thousand electric lights suddenly 
bit into the blackness of the night. 
It was unbelievable. Fez the Holy 
City that had jealously guarded all its 
old customs for one thousand years, 
flashed up like a modern city bright 
with lights.
I thought over the history of Fez 
as the little train rushed towards it. 
Next to Mecca it is considered the 
holiest city in Islam. It was founded 
by Moulay Idris II in the year 808, 
but up to the year 1900 Europeans 
knew little of the city. In 1912 
there was a massacre of whites in the 
town, and later the city was attacked 
by Berbers who were driven off by the 
French. Even now it is practically a 
uity unknown to the world. Of its 
population of 105,000 only fifteen hun­
dred are Europeans!
The little station is in the new or 
European town. For five francs (35 
cents) I found a carriage and was 
driven over interesting roads, through 
great gates in century-old walls, 
through narrow streets thronged with 
people to the Hotel Bellevue. A 
thrilling drive. In the Mellah, the 
business street in the Jewish quarter, 
the people were so thick that the 
driver yelled continuously “Balek! 
Balek!” to warn the pedestrians. The 
word “Balek” is the commonest in 
Fez. It means “Take Care” and I 
have it shouted at me a thousand 
times a day. There are no sidewalks, 
so the unfortunate pedestrian fights 
it out on the road with the carriage 
drivers, donkey men, shepherds with 
goats and sheep, old women carrying 
huge bundles of dried roots, and a 
thousand other obstructions that are 
to be met with only in Fez.
And the city is indescribable. It 
is a wonderful nightmare. It is a 
town that belongs to another world. 
Can you imagine shambling along 
Fearless minds climb soonest unto crowns.—Shakespeare.
through narrow streets choked with 
human beings and not seeing a white 
face for an hour at a time? Yet you 
can do that at Fez; you can plunge 
into the souks and forget your race 
and your country. The surroundings 
sweep you into another world, a 
world that has been swept away in 
most countries but which has re­
mained unchanged at Fez. It is nearly 
the same as it was in the days of 
Mouley Idris. It is the same as it 
was in the great days of Abou 
Youssef, of Ahmed El Mansour, of 
Moulay Ismail and Sidi Mahommed I. 
Just the same during the days. The 
same mystery; the same ceaseless 
shuffle and chatter, the same unex­
plainable comings and goings. And 
then comes the night, and the electric 
lights illuminate Fez.
I am going to write of the city more 
fully next weeek. I wish I could 
write a score of letters about it.
With all good wishes, I am,








Setting Hen Chapter, No. 59
Wilbur S. Cochrane,
Great Grand and Most Imminent High
Imperial Chancellor
Special Concave at Chapter Lodge 




To perform and observe the last 
sad rites and ceremonies around and 
near the person of our tardy friend 
and brother, Ralph Adelbert Mills, 
who is about to depart from the ranks 
of our most glorious order.
Hic, Haec, Hoc,
Hujus Hujus Hujus 
as follows:
Soup—Tomato au Lait 
P. River Salmon a la Skillet 
Peas vert et sifte
Pomme de terre de smash 
Salad Rouge et jaune
Scottishhes Kuchen mit Erdbeeren 
Rolls
Coffee a la Cochrane 
Cocktal Grapejuice d-armour
Mints Nuts, Etc.
AMEN !
